
Rot halfe a grainc a da y : he lies to’th heart, 

She was too fond ofher moft filthy bargaine. 

Oth. Ha? 

Em, Doethyworft, 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heaucn. 

Then thou waft worthy her. 

Oth. Peace, you were beft. 

Em. Thou haft not halfe the power to doe me harme. 
As I haue to be hurt: O gul!,0 dolt. 

As ignorant as dirtt ; thou haft done a deed — 

I care not for thy fword,Tle make thee know, 

Tho I loft twenty liues : helpe,he!pe,0 helpc ; 

The Moore has kild my MiftrefTe, murder, murder. 

.Etffer Montano,Gratiano,Iago ,,*»</ efAfrr. 

M«h. What is the matter ? how now Generali ( 

Em. 0,are you come Iago ? you haue done well. 

That men muft lay their murder on your neck. 

All. What is the matter ? 

Em. Difproue this villahie,if thou bee’ft a man ; 

He fayes thou toldfthim that his wife was falfe, 

I know thou didft nor,thou art not filch a villaine : 
Speake,for my heart is full. 

Jag. I told him what I thdught,and told no more, 

Theu what he found himfelfc was apt and true. 

Em. But did you cucr tell him fhe was falfe ? 
lag. I did. 

Em. You told a lie,an odious damned lie ; 

Vpon my loule.a lie, a wicked lie : 

S he falfe with C a ft to ; did you fay with Cap to ? 

lag. With Cap to miftrefle; go to,charme your tongue. 
Em. I will not charmcmy tongue,Iam bound to fp cake. 
Jag, What arc you mad,[ charge you get you home. 
Era. Good Gentlemen let mc haue leaue to fpcake, 
Tis proper Iobcyhim,but not now? 

Perchance Jago.l will ne*regoe home. 

Oth. Oh, oh, oh. Ot h*fdtm*lhefcd, 

Bm, Nay,Uy thee downe,and rdre. 
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Forthouhaft kild the fwceteft innocent, 

That era did lift vp eye. 

Oth. O (be was foulc : 

Ifcarcedid know you Vncle, there lies your Niece, 

VVhofc breath indeed, thefc hands haue newly ftopc, 

I know this aft fbewes terrible and grim. 

Gra. Poore Defdemna, I am glad thy father’s dead. 

Thy match was tnortall to him, and pure griefe. 

Shore his old thread atwanc .• did he liuenow. 

This fight would make him doe a defperate turne. 

Yea curfe his better Angell from his fide, 

And fall to reprobation . 

Oth. Ti» p ittifuil,but yet I ago knowes , 

That fhe with Cafsio , hath the aft of ftiame 
A thoufand times committed ; Cafsio confeft it. 

And (he did gratifie his amorous workes. 

With the recognifance and pledge ofloue. 

Which I firft gaue her ; I faw it in his hand. 

It was a handkercher ; an Antique token 
h y father gaUc my mother. 

Em. O God,0 heauenly God. 

lag. Zouns,holdyburpeacc. 

Em. ’Twill out,’twill : 1 hold my peace fir, no. 

Tie be in fpeaking,libcrall as the ayre. 

Let heauen,and men,and diuells,let em all, 

All,all cry ftiame againft me, yet 1’le fpeake. 

lag. Be wile .and get you home. 

Em. I will not.__ 

Gra. Fie, your fword vpon a Woman? 

Em. O thouYSull Moore, thathandkercher thou fpeakft on, 

I found by fortune,atvi did giue my husband •• 

For often with a folemnc earneftneffe. 

More then indeed belong’d tofuch a trifle, 

Hebeg’d of me to fteale ir. 

Jag. Villainous whore. 

Em. She gaue it Cafsio} no alas I found 5c, 

And I did giu’t my husband. 

M 4 r ', : ; ’ i 


